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        Moasca [Moascar] Camp, 
 (near Ismailia) 
Wednesday, February 15 1916 
Dear Mr Sowden, 
 I was delighted to receive your note of Jan 3, and thank you sincerely for the remembrance. I 
count letters from the office as among the best pleasures the mail bag can bring; and to the wanderer, 
the mail means so much. A soldier out here meets many good fellows, but he lives a life so entirely 
different to the old civilian days that it takes a letter from across the seas, sometimes, to remind him 
that one day the he may doff the khaki and wander in the old prosaic walks. It is good to know that my 
letter from Lemnos Island proved of some interest. According to letters received here it was the means 
of showing many South Australians that the Sixteenth Battalion meant something on the Peninsula; and 
I was amazed at the interest and appreciation of the boys of that Regiment. But, really, Mr. Sowden I am 
afraid the South Australians do not realise how much the Fourth Brigade, with their friends the New 
Zealanders, accomplished at Anzac – the […] of […] to which, of course, they gave the name.  
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When writing before I had not seen the boots on Gallipoli; now I have, and I am more than ever 
convinced of the splendid work of the Anzacs. Quinn’s Post, Popes Hill, Sikhs Hill, the charges of May and 
August – in all of these, and more, the Sixteenth Battalion saw, not merely garrison duty, but really hard 
fighting. And then, of course there was the landing. It is, perhaps, fitting that these things should be 
remembered just now when good comrades are being separated in the reorganization of the Australian 
Army, and the Australian and New Zealand Divisions, whose name will shine on the records of history, is 
to be known as the Anzac Division no more. I suppose the home people were aware long before we 
knew that the Australians and New Zealanders were to be parted owing to the increase of the Common-
wealth’s forces. This may mean but little to the purely Australian divisions, but to the Fourth Brigade, 
which has worked with the New Zealanders, it is a change of great personal moment. Perhaps it is 
impossible, but it seems a great pity that 
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of the deadliest work in the Peninsula was performed by the Anzacs, a division composed of the 
Australians and New Zealanders, who drilled, and drunk, and fought and died together. Not only are 
divisions to be broken up, seemingly, but also battalions and companies. In the re-organisation it is 
possible that friends of long standing will be parted. Take the sixteenth battalion, as an instance. Half of 
the men will remain in the old regiment and half will go with the 48th. I cannot record all that the fellows 
say of this change – the language would be [unpalatable?]. In the army, however, one can say things, 
but not too loudly.  
 Of course most of the boys now with the battalion are reinforcements, but all are proud of its 
reputation, which in truth has been made largely by them. Today the company to which I belong was 
lined up for the separation. Volunteers for the new (48th) battalion were called for  
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and not a man came forward. So the men were chosen by ballot. In my tent, from 8 men, seven, 
including myself drew the 48th ticket. Other tents were more fortunate, but everywhere friends were 
separated. Perhaps it is all for the best, but, up to date the boys see only the worst.  
 By now, I suppose, there is but little interest in the Peninsula campaign. The lads out here are 
more concerned about the future than the past, and are constantly speculating concerning the where-
abouts [sic] of their next sphere of activities. I notice by the cables that the Turks claim to have driven 
the Australians from Argyle [Aghyl] Dere, and as the Sixteenth Battalion was in that position we all know 
how ridiculous is the claim. Our trenches were before the famous Hill 971, which was the cause of such 
awful slaughter during the August charge. Alas, but for [bungling?], which has planted needless graves 
across the Peninsula, the great hill 
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which was once captured, would now lie beneath the British flag, and the Straights would have been 
forced, perhaps. The Turkish trenches were some 1000 miles removed from ours – a veritable net-work 
of them – and a little way out on the right, in the dere [Dere] itself we could see the place where 
hundreds of Tommies were trapped and slain. Going out on night patrol it was necessary to cross this 
area of death, and it was a gruesome sight to see, in the moonlight, perhaps, the stiff, contorted bodies 
of the British who marched up there in August to meet the machine guns’ hail. Concealed under bushes, 
out-stretched in the open – those bodies were a sight to make the most hardened. Shiver I was in those 
trenches before 971, or in […] a few yards behind them, for nearly two months, and, although, during 
that time there were no offensive movements the 8th reinforcements, to which draft I belonged, seemed 
experiences  
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of which they are justly proud, for there are few men, even of the original battalion, who were really 
living on the Peninsula for a longer period. To me the experiences gained out here – the life pictures I 
have seen – constitute the greater portion of my pay. One must work hard—harder than a navvy [sic] 
sometimes – live as one never expected to live, and obey those whom one never expected to obey, but 
Jason himself never saw stranger sights than the Australians in khaki! Perhaps it would have been better 
for me had I been a couple of years older, or been more persistent, where I entered the army; perhaps 
not. Had I been older I would have wanted, and wanted and never seen the rugged hills of Gallipoli—as 
a soldier. As it is I have been in the historic evacuation, and have experienced some of the thrills which 
came to the Australians who died in their Commonwealth’s first grand fight on European soil. I know 
what it feels like to hear the zip and crack of the bullets, and all the weird and varied sounds of modern 
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warfare, and I have been able to mingle as a comrade with the great rank and file of Australia’s fighting 
machine. For after all it is only right in the ranks – working, eating, sleeping, fighting in the ranks – that 
one can understand the Australian army, it is my firm conviction that the lustre worn for Australian arms 
is due first, and always, to the Australian private. Tommy Brown thinks for himself, fights for himself and 
follows a lead only when he thinks it good. It has been my privilege to live with him as a comrade, and, 
grumbling, cursing, living and fighting hard candid and irrepressible, he makes a subject worth the study. 
They talk of our soldiers [sic] outbreaks and want of discipline, but, handled properly, he will drill with 
any crack English Tommy and treated as a man, not as a child he will show that he knows where to draw 
the line. But, alas, very often his world is out of joint, and he acts his cursed spite.  
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Ah, well, perhaps the Australians will see action next in a cause dearer to their hearts than the […] of the 
Dardanelles! Who can tell? 
 All the lads out here are glad to hear of South Australia’s bountiful harvest. I often think of the 
pleasant days I spent in the Register, and hope one day to see my chums there again. I wish the Register 
and all concerned it the best of fortunes during 1916.  
 Yours sincerely,  
 H G Garland 
I will certainly write to one or other of my friends on the staff whenever I have something of interest to 
tell.  
  
